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Some of this year’s Summa Cum Laude
students share their PC memories
TOP OF THE

CLASS

Wesley

Beaulieu

Major: Biology
Hometown: West Warwick, Rl
Favorite PC memory: Meeting my girlfriend Lindsey and playing pool in
McVinney (or as I like to call it, the sexy mid-town high-rise) our freshman year.
Favorite place on campus and why: The Smith Center, because I get to take a break from Biology and pretend I'm a music major.
Plans for next year: Ph.D. Program in Ecology & Evolutionary Biology at Indiana University, Bloomington
Advice for the Class of'10 and future students: College isover very quickly; don't be afraid to an interest in
something and pursue it whole-heartedly, even if you know nothing about it.

Brendan Butler
Major: Management
Minor: Finance
Hometown: New London, CT
Favorite PC Memory: Winning the Intramural Softball title
Favorite place on campus and why: The library because my mother would want to hear that.
Plans for next year Traveling and applying to graduate schools
Advice for the Class of '10 and future students: Enjoy every moment, don’t sweat the small stuff, and embrace the little things that make you
smile on a daily basis!

BrianCarney
Major: Biology
Hometown: Arlington, MA
Favorite PC memory: ECSC 2009 (Eastern Colleges Science Conference)
Favorite place on campus and why: Slavin, something is always going on there
Plans for next year: Tufts University School of Medicine
Advice for the Class of '10 and future students: Enjoy your time at PC while it lasts

Elizabeth Grace
Major: Music
Hometown: Swansea, MA
Favorite PC Memory: Singing with the PC Student Band "The Soul Explosion"
Favorite place on campus: The stage of the Ryan Concert Hall in the Smith Center. I have experienced many unforgettable performances there, and I have also
been lucky enough to take part in many concerts there with wonderful musicians.
Plans for next year: This fall I will be attending Westminster Choir College in Princeton, NJ.
I will be pursuing a Master of Music degree in Vocal Pedagogy.
Advice for the Class of 2010: Enjoy each day that you have left at PC, because they fly by. Make sure to take advantage of many of the programs and experi
ences that the college offers. Grades are important, but it is more important to get involved leave a strong impression on the PC community.

HeleneHosinski
Major: History & Biology
Hometown: Stamford, CT
Favorite PC memory: Friday Night Dinner Club! Good lookin ladies and great food - what more could you ask for?!
Favorite place on campus and why: The chapel: working downstairs, 9:00 p.m. Mass upstairs, and the grass out back when the sun is shining.
Plans for next year: I'm in the process of applying to medical school for the fall of 2010 and beginning in October will be spending about 6 months in
Calcutta working with the Missionaries of Charity.
Advice for the Class of '10 and future students: Don’t forget the small moments take time to just sit, listen, and appreciate everyone around you!

Katherine
Major: Biology
Minor: Spanish
Hometown: Hamilton, MA
Favorite PC memory: Relay for Life, Encounter Retreat, Honors Program Spring Break Trips
Favorite place on campus and why: McPhails when the Soul Explosion is playing!
Plans for next year: Harvard Medical School, PhD in Biological and Biomedical Sciences
Advice for the Class of '10 and future students: Take the time to get to know your professors. They can enrich your lives in many ways by teaching you aca
demics and helping you grow as a person.

ChristopherHessenius
Major: Quantitative Economics and Mathematics
Hometown: Brookfield, CT
Favorite PC memory: Being the Skating Friar Mascot at hockey games!
Favorite place on campus and why: Lower Quad. I lived on lower campus for three years and have lots of good memories such as mud-sliding and
midnight Frisbee.
Plans for next year: I've obtained a position in the Actuarial Development Program at John Hancock in Boston, MA
Advice for the Class of '10 and future students: Make the most out of your entire college experience. Don't wait for things to come to you. Set
goals for yourself and strive hard to reach those goals.
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Richard C. Kurker, Jr.
Major Biochemistry
Minor: Writing
Hometown: East Hartford, CT
Favorite PC memory: Constantly discovering new things to do in the Providence area
Favorite place on campus and why: The courtyard behind Koffler because it's the quietest
place on campus and the Cowl Office beacuse it’s not.
Plans for next year: Ph.D. program in Biochemistry at the University of Notre Dame
Advice for the Class of '10 and future students: "For every minute you are angry you lose sixty seconds of happiness."
-Ralph Waldo Emerson ... so smile!

Marisa Massery
Major: Humanities Major
xMinor: Spanish, Business Studies
Hometown: Pittsfield, MA (in The Berkshires)
Favorite PC memory: During my sophomore year all the girls living in Aquinas Hall so graciously helped to raise money for our Hurley Worker, Julia, to take her citizenship test. I
was SO moved by all the love the girls outpoured (Julia has since passed her test! So thank you girls!)
Favorite place on campus and why: The little chapel on the first floor in Harkins near Father Shanley's office. It's a hidden gem!
It's an unbelievable space to sit, pray, think, listen.
Plans for next year: I plan to utilize my major and minors by jump-starting a business that deals with Humanitarian work in Spanish speaking countries. Haha kid
ding! As of today, I'll be moving home with the fam until I decide where to go and what to pursue.
Advice for the Classof'10 and future students: Spend time in the library but spend time building relationships. Make fun choices whenever possible. Get to know
the Hurley workers. Eat the baked beans at Ray. Appreciate the Dominicans and professors. Thank your parents for your education. Try to give love in all that you do.

Mary Kate Nevin
Major: Political Science, Liberal Arts Honors
Hometown: Ridgefield, CT
Favorite PC memory: Countless hours in the office with my sensational Cowl colleagues. The banquets aren't bad, either.
Favorite place on campus and why: More than anywhere else, I love the area between Howley, Siena and Hunt-Cavanaugh on lower campus. The fish pond is
so peaceful, and the courtyard behind Howley is the perfect place to sit with a coffee and read on a beautiful day.
Plans for next year: I'm still deciding between attending graduate school in international political economy and pursuing the job route for a few years.
Advice for the Class of '10 and future students: See my swan song on p.7!

MegPrahin
Major: Public and Community Service Studies
Minor: Theology
Hometown: Sugar Land, TX
Favorite PC memory: Halloween of senior year when my roommates and I dressed up as each other.
Favorite place on campus and why: The community room on the 4th floor of Feinstein.Jots of great memories, great murals, and great people!
Plans for next year: Next year, I will be working at Mercy Home in Chicago as a youth advocate and care manager.
Advice for the Classof'10 and future students: While it is important to invest in academics and organizations, don't forget to invest in people and relationships.
They are the most important!

Casey Reutemann
Major: American Studies
Minor: Business Studies Certificate & Writing
Hometown: Clifton Park, NY
Favorite PC memory: That's tough...l have loved the memories I have made as a BOP member but there are too many to list!
Favorite place on campus and why: I love the Concannon Fitness Center; I think it has positively impacted the lifestyle on this campus and am so grateful to
have had the opportunity to see so many of my fellow classmates take advantage of the facility. I also used to LOVE Slavin lawn (preferably in the Spring when
the flowers are out), but I guess that no longer a valid choice!
Plans for next year: Syracuse University Master's program in Disability Studies
Advice for the Class of '10 and future students: Learn how to balance work and play; a task much easier said than done. Academics are important, but so is
meeting as many people as you can, figuring out who you are as an individual and loving these four years.

HelenSatO
Major: Finance
Hometown: Floral Park, NY
Favorite PC memory: To this day, I can distinctly remember being in the McVinney study lounge freshman year and walking up to the person who would be
my direct roommate for the next three years - Kristin Hammond. We are literally like the "Odd Couple" but I could not have asked for a better room mate!
Favorite place on campus and why: My apartment because I got to hang out with my favorite people on campus - my roommates!
Plans for next year: At the moment I have not established anything definite but I had a great internship with Goldman Sachs & Co. this past summer and could
potentially be working at one of their global offices in the fall.
Advice for the Class of '10 and future students: Grades have always been very important to me, but I have come to realize gradually that grades do not mean
everything, you have your ups and downs, and that the most important thing for anyone is to establish a healthy work/life balance.

Kathryn Shaw
Major: Global Studies; French
Hometown: Houston, Texas
Favorite PC memory: There’s quite a list, but I’d say Ray dinner conversations, RIPTA adventures, and Global Studies circle time chats were in the top ten.
Favorite place on campus and why: The fish pond by Hunt-Cavanaugh. It's PC's own pocket park and a peaceful place to read in warm weather.
Plans for next yean I plan on pursuing a MA program at Portland State University, called Leadership in Ecology, Culture, and Learning.
Advice for the Class of TO and future students: Whether picking a school, major, or post-graduation track, follow your heart and take time to reflect. I've learned at Providence College
that the students and teachers make the learning experience much more than the reading materials or subject matter. In the same way, if you find something that inspires you, pursue it.
Your ability to contribute to and engage the community will be much more effective as a result.

Meaghan E.

Shea

Major: English
Minor: Women's Studies
Hometown: Cambridge, MA
Favorite PC memory: Sophomore Ball when the heel on my roommate's shoe broke while we were dancing and singing “I Will Survive!" Favorite
place on campus and why: I am going to solidify my status as a nerd and say the library. Actually, it is OAS, in particular, the new writing center. I
spend a lot of the time there tutoring, and it's a really positive and energetic environment.
Plans for next year: I am going to take the year off to work and apply to grad schools.
Advice for the Class of TO and future students: Appreciate the time you have here, because it goes by very fast. This is especially true of senior
year. It is too easy to become stressed over deadlines. Civ tests, and all that other "he said, she said" drama. Ultimately, you are going to want to
embrace the good times. Relax, and just do your best. No one can fault you for that.

Elizabeth
Major: History
Minor: Spanish and Art History
Hometown: Lincoln, CA
Favorite PC Memory: Spending summer on campus with my friends
Favorite Place on Campus: Currently, under that tree with all the flowers next to Koffler—It s pretty!
Plans for next year: Teaching Secondary Spanish with Teach for America in Nashville
Advice for the Class of TO and Future Students: NEVER be afraid to speak your mind. It's only college.
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Hello Spring, Goodbye Providence!

By Sara Spirito '11, Dan Nieto '11, and Nina Ratsenberger '11

Experience Everything You Can While at PC
by

Sarah Bidinger '09
A&E Staff

Right now, I'm finding myself, like
so many other times in college, star
ing at a blank sheet of paper. This
time it's not because it's 2:00 a.m. and
I have a philosophy paper
SWAN due in a few hours, but
SONG because my heart is so full,
I don't even know where to
start. I suppose the beginning is a
good place.
Four years ago, I couldn't tell the
difference between the Red Sox and
the Yankees, had no idea what a "bubblah" was, owned precisely one jazz
album, and thought a "late night" was
just...not an early night. Facebook
was a brand new phenomenon, I was
still toting around my Discman, we'd
never watched The Office, and order
ing pizza at 2:30 in the morning was
as foreign a concept as, say, Western
Civilization. There are about a mil
lion fabulous people who have col
ored my life since those first bewil
dered days at college, and I'd like to
use my swan song to say thank you.
Roomies, you really are the best
people I have ever met. Thanks for
the indoor snowball fights and pan
cake breakfasts, the ridiculous deco
rations all over our apartment, for
catching me in the elevator, for send
ing me to the time-out chair, for

movie nights and dance parties, for
classiness
and
craziness,
for
Christmas
morning
and
Thanksgiving dinner, for putting up
with Little Tommy, and dancing the
night away in McPhail's. I'll miss the
flour-in-the-shower wars and finding
Scribbles in my bed; I'll probably even
miss doing the dishes. Katie, thank
you for being my date to every formal
Providence College event and for
rollerblading through Slavin with me.
Bonanza, thanks for letting me ride
shotty on WDOM, and being "the
most beautiful girl in the room."
Helene, thanks for being one of my
strongest and beautiful friends at
PC—I'm not sure I would have made
it through freshman year without
you. Meg, thanks for being my sister
from the South and my partner in
crime. Meghan, thanks for living
with my stinky self for THREE years
and always being willing to stay 'til
the end of the party! Hayjay, thanks
for creating Callie Summers and for
brining sass and pizzazz to my life.
To the dinner crew—I honestly
can't imagine my week without our
Friday evenings. I'd be a little skin
nier and a little sadder without the
delightful hours we've spent sharing
friendships and delicious meals! I'm
so lucky to have you all in my life!
Claire, you're responsible for keeping
the tradition rolling—and don't for

get, we're going to keep Austin weird
this summer.
Thank you to everyone who's ever
participated in one of my half-baked
escapades or brought me along on
their own.
I have about a million
smiling memories of sledding on
stolen Ray trays, contra-dancing at
Brown, polar bear swimming in
January, crashing dances at the
Westin, doing yoga on the RISD lawn,
and taking late-night trips to IHOP.
James McGehee, you'll probably
never read this, but thanks for con
vincing me to write for The Cowl—its
been marvelous. Annemarie, John,
"CW," I am profusely sorry for turn
ing in all of my articles late. If it
makes you feel any better, I m late to
just about everything.
Thanks to the pep band for millions
of laughs, great parties, and a lifetime
supply of hockey games. Remember
me during the Olympics next year.
My sympathies to whoever ends up
playing that sousaphone.
Janina, Dot, and Fran, thank you so
much for being grandmothers to me
when my own are miles away! Fr.
Ertle, thanks for being like a grandpa,
and creating the Scallywag society.
Thank you to everyone who made the
very, very late nights in the Chapel
basement possible—I would have got
ten a lot more sleep and had a lot less
fun without you. To everyone who

has done Habitat, thank you for turn
ing my dreams into something real.
Thanks to the jazz band for dealing
with my terrible comping, keeping
me in line, and razzing me when I
need it.
I guess if I could say one thing to
everyone still at PC: get off campus.
Spend a rainy Sunday morning in the
RISD museum, catch a play at Trinity
Rep, climb the rocks at Lincoln
Woods, watch the sunset from
Prospect Park. Catch a Stone Soup
concert and go to the Americana
Breakfasts at the Liberty Elm Diner.
Don't leave until you've had a fresh
brew at Trinity, a beachside dough
boy at Iggy's, and a hot wiener from
New York System. Enjoy the sunrise
on those inevitable all-nighters, take
advantage of the plethora of free food
that is college, and spend as much
time as possible with your friends.
Last but not least, future residents of
DiTrag 604 B, please play "Kung Fu
Fighting" out your window while Fr.
Shanley practices martial arts in the
backyard.
Well, that's it. If my song was outof-tune, you'll have to get over it
because I'm packin' up an'd headed
off to the Mississippi Delta for two
years of blues, pecan tarts, and lazy
Saturdays catfishing. This isn't a
goodbye, just a see-you-later. I sure
hope you visit.
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Mary Pelletier: I am Sorry (For Leaving)
by Mary Pelletier '09
Editor-in-Chief Emeritus

The Cowl - it's a newspaper. You,
dear reader, are obviously aware of
this now - but at the beginning of your
time here, what did those two words
mean to you?
SWAN
Wow, that was a little
SONG diche-y. I will answer any
way: probably confusion.
For me, for sure. So many related
words come to mind at the mention of
The Cowl if you are an unfamiliar frosh:
cows, owls, fashionable sweaters (and
priests?). But once the faithful Friar
tour guide gives its real definition
(after telling a whopper about how the
stove in Aquinas lounge was salvaged
from the 1912 sinking of the Titanic)
that masthead becomes something of a
staple in the weekly ProvColl routine
(after Wednesday night in the pit at
Phillips Memorial, but before donning
Thursday night 412 attire).
I've been a member of this publica
tion from the very beginning of my
time here (it's a part of this whole lega
cy student thing — the 'rents have the
connections). In fact, I was that awk
ward photog who took on Father
Shanley's first convocation as new

President of the College in my first
Cowl-related assignment, back when I
could barely find the entrance to
Peterson.
I'm still proud of that first picture,
on the cover of that paper in Fall '05.
But we've all come a long way since
those leisurely fall days, '09 (and '10
and '11. Sorry '12 - I don't know
enough of you to speak to your still
relaxing, thesis-free afternoons.) The
school has changed just as much as we
have, in mindset as well as appearance
(though I'm convinced the grass of
Aquinas quad isn't always greener
simply because more money might be
spent fertilizing a basketball coach
than a political science faculty). Being
involved in this newspaper, I've gotten
to witness and be privy to many of
these changes and, with the help of an
amazing cast of journalistic characters,
aid in the sharing of this information
with you, dear reader.
In my humble opinion, I feel that the
ragtag collection of journalisticallyminded students who have found
there way down to The Cowl office in
the past few years are the best lot
Slavin G05 has seen in ages. Despite
my somewhat cynical senior attitude, I
really have enjoyed my last four years

a great deal, due in large part to the
intriguing people the newspaper
attracts to its staff - some of whom
have become my best friends. It's a
group that defies any sort of definitive
characteristic, other than the fact that
all want to report the news and create a
good time while doing so. Rest
assured, Providence College, that your
newspaper is a publication to be
envied, and that speaks to the hard
working students Annmarie, Mary
Kate, and I are leaving behind (just
pick up the weekly rag the next time
you visit your other liberal-arts loving
high school amigos at our nearby
Jesuit competitor). Appreciate that you
can hold it in your hands, read it
leisurely at Friday morning Ray break
fast, or rant about it in your (youthful?)
Western Civ seminar.
That said, I feel as though it's defi
nitely our (seniors) time to leave - my
time to venture off Eaton Street, any
way. And though it pains me to submit
to the higher-ups who have been wait
ing for my class to grace the stage of
the esteemed Dunkin' Donuts Center, I
guess I can rest easy in the fact that my
$500 deposit from the summer of '05
will be turned around for a deposit (in
pounds!) for a London grad school life.

(Sorry Senior Giving - I probably
won't be able to afford any sort of
expensive walkway supplements for
another five to ten years. Take this as
my official notice to you.)
I still have a few tilings left to check
off that epic list The Cowl published
my first year fall here: that Prime Time
visit may never get checked off, but
sitting down for a beer with a
Dominican could certainly be accom
plished in the next two weeks. (Man,
we could get away with publishing
anything then, couldn't we? We were
some fortunate freshmen.) I guess
what I'm trying to say is, without The
Cowl and those who work so hard to
publish it, my time here would have
been somewhat lacking. And of
course, without The Cowl, we would
all be way less informed. Remember
that, Providence College, if nothing
else, and use it to your advantage, as a
sounding board to voice opinions and
concerns as the mission of the College
is tested in the coming years.
Keep in touch with the new crew,
dear reader - I'll be across the pond,
and not able to check up on these guys
as often as I'd like.
-MP

I Will See You There or I Will
See You on Another Time
by

Mary Pelletier, Mollie Quinn, and Annemarie Granstrand should all know how
much The Cowl staff for 2009-2010 are going to miss them and their smiling pres
ence in the office. Love and luck from Slavin G05!

Mollie Quinn's Swine Song
by

Mollie Quinn '09
Sports Staff

This past week I convinced myself I
had Swine Flu (too soon?), and then I
realized I was graduating in three
weeks. I must have graduation flu. Oh
well, time to stop complainSWAN ing and start celebrating.
SONG While there are few things
that are certain in life;
death, taxes and falling asleep in
Western Civ. Graduating from college
is certainly not one of them.
However, by some miracle, it's hap
pening to me. It's also happening to
967 other members of the class of 2009.
In this case, I think there is only one
thing to say: Congratulations! And
also let me take this time to apologize:
sorry if I cut you in the sandwich line
at Ray or took that last laptop in the
library. It's all water under the bridge
now. You win some. You lose some.
As we seniors prepare to leave
behind these hallowed halls of
Providence College, I hope that you
will cherish the memories that we have
made in these past four years. And if
we are lucky, maybe someday our
paths will cross again and we will be
able to sit down and laugh about the
good old days.
Enjoy these last few weeks and I
hope like me, you too will fondly

remember the years we spent together
at Providence College. So, I think that
it is only appropriate that I leave you
with a few wise words by the
acclaimed American pop singer,
Vitamin C.
As we go on
we remember
All the times we
Had together
And as our lives change
From whatever
We will still be
Friends forever
So if we get the big jobs
And we make the big money
When we look back now
Will our jokes still be funny?
Will we still remember everything we
learned in school?
Still be trying to break every single rule
Will little brainy Bobby be the stockbroker
man?
Can Heather find a job that won't inter
fere with her tan?
I keep, keep thinking that it's not goodbye
Keep on thinking it’s a time to fly
And this is how it feels
La, la, la, la:
Yeah, yeah, yeah
La, la, la, la:
We will still befriends forever
Goodbye, Providence.
The party's over.

Annmarie Granstrand
A&E Editor Emeritus

A friend of mine and I were waxing
nostalgically the other day. We
thought about how we're both so
blessed to have found such fantastic
friends. (I suggest you
SWAN indulge in a sigh of superiSONG ority or eye roll now. The
corny level is about to rise.)
It gives me an unimaginable sense of
emptiness to think about what my life
would be like without them. They are
the goofiest, most awkward, tragically
special humans on the face of the earth
and there is no place else where I feel I
most belong than in their company.
But there's a second quality- to
Providence College that really sets it
above the rest, in my utterly biased
opinion. Although sometimes there
can be underlying tension or silly rival
ries between student organizations on
campus, it's the opportunity for
involvement on campus that allows PC
kids to embrace potential within them
selves in an encouraging environment.
The moments at PC when I knew I
belonged ranged from outrageously
dorky discussion about textual layout
in The Cowl office to giddy approval of
a submission to The Alembic, to hand
ing out pastries at 6 a.m. in a soup
kitchen with Friars Club. Even heated
ly exchanging different views with
flag football referees or defending
Daniel Murphy's fielding, I was
blessed with the opportunity to live
sincerely. They were small, brief
moments. Just long enough for me to
take a second to realize this college
was helping me become exactly who I
wanted to be.
Specifically, I'm glad The Cowl gave
me so many opportunities to become
who I wanted to be: a glutton doing
Taste of the Town articles, a supporter
of all far-reaching pop culture refer
ences, and a huge John Vaghi fan. The
Cowl also brought me to the most
encouraging man on the face of the
earth: Mr. Richy Kless. He gives his
whole heart to PC and The Cowl and
only asks for a high five in return.
Any possible success I had as an edi
tor, I owe to my beautiful staff of writ
ers who put up with me. Chris
Tompkins, I want you to know: despite
my best efforts, I genuinely tolerate
your existence and enjoyed our year of
witty bickering. As for next year, I
know I can rest assured Mango and all
his comic book t-shirts will take good
care of the A&E section with some lov
ing help from Catherine and Nahuel.

With seniors like, Mary "My Life Is
A Dark Room" Pelletier, Old Man
Valentino, Maggie the Web Wizard,
Chris "Is This An Ethical Statement"
Tompkins, Forever Upbeat Mary Kate
Nevin, Rick, Brett, and the one and
only Tiny Quinn, the Cowlers will
have a lot to live up to. Although my
roommates often question how I could
be so painfully dorky and want to
spend so much time in this windowJess concrete dungeon of an office, it
made sense to me. Writing and editing
for The Cowl is something that, to me,
makes the most sense in the world.
That's the beauty of college. It's
exactly what you make it. Get
involved in anything and everything
or stay in your dorm in St. Joe's and
play hermit. It's up to you. College:
No parents. Albert Einstein once said
that education is "what remains when
one has forgotten everything he
learned in school."
I'm sure I won't forget some
moments in the classroom. I'll never
forget the panic of coming in prepared
to take a quiz on a 300 page American
History reading and having Dr. Breen
instead ask, "But is it true?" It seems
just yesterday Dr. Richard Murphy
would lean back in his chair to begin a
Kundera-related
anecdote
with,
"many wives and many lives ago..."
There was also the time Dr. Holland
brought in donuts. Joking aside, most
of the time, my classroom experiences
were pretty productive. But there is
certainly something to be said for the
walks to Newport Creamery for ice
cream, Bob's Mart for a Gatorade, or
any other food-related adventure.
If you're not a senior, do me two
favors. Unless a senior is wearing a tshirt that says "ask me," don't ask
what he or she is doing after May 17.
Because they are absolutely allowed to
pants you if you should eek out such a
heinous inquiry. Secondly, bum the
candle at both ends. Close the library
down one night and McPhail's the
next. You can sleep on Christmas.
If you're part of the stunninglyattractive, captivatingly magnetic, bril
liant class of 2009, thanks for setting
the bar high. If you look back at our
wake, you won't just see a PG version
of JRW and a Hammurabi-less alcohol
policy, there's more. You left a shining
example that underclassmen will only
hope to live up to. I'm so thrilled I did
n't get into Notre Dame.
And finally, if your name is Marie
Murphy Tuttle: thanks for reading all
my articles. You're the best, Grandma.

6 The Cowl

Commencement Issue

April 30, 2009

Remembering the Good Times, Sap and All
by

Michael Pettinari '09
Commentary Staff

I sit here trying to think about the
unthinkable. I am standing on the edge
of adulthood, trying to relive the past
four years one more time. Currently, I
would like to cry, but I'm a
SWAN man, so I'll rrepress my sorSONG row with memories that at
one time made me laugh. It
seems like yesterday I was the uncom
fortable, timid boy who was afraid to
eat anything. (True story, my first meal
was Salisbury steak in Ray, the second
Friday of school). I used to call home
every night, making sure that every
thing and everyone was okay. And
when I was asked if I wanted to do
anything, I simply replied, "I'm actual
ly kind of tired, I think I'm going to
take a nap." It was genius, they fell for
it every time. And although you can
argue that I am still the same, timid boy
afraid of his shadow in a dark room
that I was yesterday, I would like to say
that my time at Providence College has
made me grown into whatever it is I
am today.
Where else but in college could you
meet the biggest jerk on the planet and
somehow end up living with him for
all three and three quarters of your col
lege career? If it weren't for college, I
would have never known what it was
like to be a Don Bosco Ironman. I'm
still not sure I know what it is; even
though I can guarantee you I've heard
enough stories to paint the vaguest pic
ture, at best.
I also would never have known
where Wonder Bread comes from, who
is related to whom on campus, the
greatness of Bruce Springsteen, and
how certain girls sound when they're
being kissed. (All of these facts can be
checked on Wikipedia.com...happy
browsing.)
Yes, it's true, college has taught me a
lot about myself, and about the people
I surround myself with. Here at
Providence College, I've met some of
the most interesting people you would
ever meet. Since freshman year, I've
known them as my best friends. I
know, for example, just how negatively
Jack Daniels can affect a situation. I
know that the doors in McDermott
Hall are just four screws that are able to

be taken off at the drop of a coin. I
know everything there is to know
about the raising of a K-9 unit German
Shepherd. You could say that I know
all there is to know about how they do
things in New Hampshire, and how
they serve Appletinis in Montreal.
I know why people think that the
Dallas Cowboys are the best team in the
NFL. Actually, I made that up, I have no
idea why people think the Dallas
Cowboys are the best team in the NFL,
all I know is that they're serious about
Tony Romo's sex life with Jessica
Simpson. I know what it is like to be
deaf and adorably red headed, and as a
result of that, I can say pizza in sign lan
guage. College has shown me the best
New Jersey has to offer, and it comes in
the form of a bagel dipped in salt. It's
just something about that wooter.
If it weren't for college, I would have
never known that Staten Island was
actually a real place, with real people,
and not just a landfill. (Although it
was, and many will still argue it is just
a landfill.) Providence College has
shown me the versatility of Dutch
Master cigars. It's true, you can do any
thing with those things.
I think the best thing that I learned in
college is why the sky is blue. I recent
ly joked that this simple question is one
that has bothered me since kinder
garten and I just thought it was ironic
that it took me 16 years of schooling to
finally give me an answer. If only they
said that the atmosphere absorbs and
scatters blue light when I was still in
elementary school, things would have
been much different.
Often, when I think about the
whirlwind that was my four years
here at this fine institution, I think
about these things. And thinking of
these things makes me think of the
people that these things were associ
ated with. I would like to take this
opportunity to thoroughly embarrass
all of them...but I won't. Instead, I will
think of the fun times we had in the
four years here.
This article, the last of many absurd
ramblings, is for all of you. This arti
cle is for the people that have made
this past four years what they are.
This, article is for you guys and you
girls that I've shared the best years of
my life with.

This article is for Jenny Lewis, and
her beautiful angelic voice. It's for the
armor and BANE. This article is for
wrapping roommates up in cellophane
while they are sleeping and watching
them flop like a fish caught in a net
when woken by their alarm clock. This
piece is for all of your food that I've
stolen over the years. It's for LNBs and
MDDs. It's for Madison Terenzoni, and
why I will never own a dog in my life
because of her.
This piece is for that time in Ray,
when I touched your elbow and you
only knew me by the name of my
favorite band. Remember that you're
still my favorite and that "Thunder
Road" is the best song that he ever
wrote. Remember the granite bench
(the real granite bench), even though
they got rid of it. Please don't forget
talking outside of the steps of Ray, and
those times I walked back from the
Suites at five in the morning.
When you read this later on down
the road—I know you'll save it
because that's just what you're sup
posed to do with sappy things like
this —I hope you think of Bermuda
and drinking Corona even though I
still attest that it tastes like the devil's
urine. I hope you think of Jack Keroac
and On the Road. I hope you think of
Mario Kart 64, and the amount of
times I've beaten you on Wario's
Stadium. Please think of the time I
promised I wouldn't screw up, only to
eventually screw up and punch three
holes in the wall in Bedford....I swear I
had nothing to do with those holes.
Please remember your Brita water
filter, and why bleach wouldn't have
harmed it at all. Keep in mind that Troy
Brown is the best professional athlete
to ever live, hands down. Please
remember that the times spent on the
porch supplied some of the best con
versations I've ever had. Please
remember these conversations, as I've
lost about 45 percent of my memory in
college. Remember fantasy baseball,
and how/why I'm 3-0.
When you read this piece, I want you
to think of late night softball games,
and almost winning a championship. I
want you to think of that time when we
were never going to see each other
again. I want you to remember the
black list, and the time Bob could have

possibly gotten stabbed. Please read
this article and think of the Peanut
Gallery in Chaika's class, and think of
why Roger Moore is a better Bond than
Sean Connery. I want you to think
about Tommy Cheely's unbelievable
widdling skills, and never forget about
that frickin' demon.
Remember Jack Phelan, the sexiest
man alive, and never forget the words
that he told you. If you want to succeed
in this life, all you need to do is cover
the cost of ink and paper. Remember
Brian Michael Barbour, and how he
made every word come alive.
Remember taking Civ and thinking
that swiping in actually did something,
(note: swiping in does nothing).
Remember Father Ken, Raphael
Shargel, Chard deNiord, and all of the
best English teachers I've ever had.
Please keep in mind that you learned
some valuable things as well in college.
For example, Natural Ice is terrible. But
you've also learned the cost of books,
the value of an education, and the
importance of friendship. More impor
tantly you learned what a bad idea it
was to put Twinkies on your pizza.
Please remember David Bowie, Lu
Kang, Thierry Henry, Clifford, Frosty,
Jordo, the Tomahawk, the Eclipse,
Frederick, and anyone else that I have
fully enjoyed the company of.
Remember Labyrinth, and Ambrosias.
Remember watching Planet Earth
sophomore year, and being so blown
away by Sigourney's voice. Remember
getting swept up in a hurricane that
you never wanted to leave. Please
remember Money and
COD4.
Remember that Trent Reznor has noth
ing on Thome Yorke.
I am running out of room to keep
remembering. But I want to say one
more thing.
When you read this, please never
forget. Never forget these past four
years and what they have done for all
of us. Never forget the importance of
our friendship and please know that I
couldn't have done them without you
guys. I love each and every one of you,
and I never could have imagined hav
ing better friends.
Good luck to all that you do in the
future. I know you will succeed.
Because that's just the kind of people
you all are.

A Last Glance at Time and Its Unfortunate
Habit of Passing
by Matt Miller '09
Commentary Staff

Universities are exceptional places.
Each one houses a different set of
intellectual preconceptions, moral
imperatives, and distinct odors. The
budding
trees
at
SWAN Providence College, for
SONG example, emit a rich
aroma of fresh halibut.
Seriously, though, think for a short
moment of the magnificent ocean of
possibilities
and
opportunities
offered by the ivory tower and its
close environs. A glittering engine of
academic fervor and cerebral bril
liance by day, a bubbling whirlpool of
libidinal madness by night. Where
else can a hungry spirit find such a
spectacular tradition of paradox?
An atmosphere, in this day and
age, where the First Amendment
actually survives in a more-than-lipservice fashion is a rare thing indeed.
Nevertheless, every autumn budding
scholars of all flavors and a faculty as
diverse in idiosyncrasy as in disci
pline raid campuses throughout the
world . A mythical alternate dimen
sion where ideas are treated as fleshand-blood entities and dialogues rise
above mere advertising cliches.
Universities continue to be important
on a level far above their status as a

necessary step on the avenue to suc
cessful Conformity. They are places
where human beings are allowed to
transform into actual human beings
and where people stubbornly insist
on reading the fine print of Life.
Throughout the 1960s and 1970s,
collegiate institutions became formi
dable hotbeds for free thought and
sociopolitical activism. Mario Savio
at Berkeley, Tom Hayden at the
University of Michigan, and the infa
mous four at Kent State display the
eminent possibilities for political
involvement inherent in the system of
the University. It isn't a freak occur
rence that so many marriages begin
as college romances. Being part of a
university is an experience that
shapes one's personhood and pro
foundly affects the path of one's life.
It is a pity that admission to college is
severely limited by economic and cul
tural realities. It is a common refrain
of the Left: The only vehicle for true
change is education.
While it seems nauseatingly com
mon and even borders on the obvi
ous, its thrust is an important one.
However, learning must remain an
open and
liberating
process.
Universities must not insist that a
particular body of knowledge is
more important or central than any
other. The vocation of educational

institutions should be focused on
teaching young minds how to think,
never what to think. Education is eas
ily and frequently obfuscated by the
rampant effects of indoctrination.
The central principles of higher
learning are familiarity with meth
ods of critical inquiry and the power
ful capacity of theoretical knowledge
for practical change.
While the university system was
originally conceived as a mechanism
of idealism, education, and individ
ual growth through collective partici
pation, it has begun to fall victim to
its own shortcomings.
Overspecialization and an incredi
bly deep-seated cynicism have
become the primary tropes of acade
mia today. These qualities are encour
aged and exacerbated through inces
sant observation of the status quo's
obstinate refusal to address the most
pressing grievances and deficiency.
Professors today often cling to their
precious detachment from the uncer
tain and quite terrifying conditions of
social life instead of using their posi
tion to inspire subsequent genera
tions to change and mold the existing
circumstances. If we can somehow
drive a rehabilitation of the
University as a vehicle for engage
ment and progress, it can once again
prove itself worthy.

Okay, to toss the rhetoric aside for a
second, I'm set to "commence" in a lit
tle less than three weeks. The econo
my is in absolute shambles. Ergo, the
job market is totally 'eff'ed. Everyone
graduating from college in 2009 is
fundamentally screwed. So I'm doing
what any educated man who spent
the last eighteen or so years in school.
Hitting the open road with eyes open
and wallet empty.
After we leave Providence College,
we are not going to remember all the
fuzzy nights of raucous juvenilia.
Nor will we be haunted by the dusty
specters of Dead White Males. If I
have learned anything in the last four
years, which I accept as a debatable
and altogether dubious statement,
I've learned this. We are going to
remember that girl or boy in fresh
man Civ that turned around, just
once, to give us that sultry half
mouth look that made us recall our
adolescent fantasies. We are going to
remember the professor who forever
changed the way we saw the world.
We are going to remember that the
end of college is not and does not
remotely resemble the apocalypse.
Most importantly of all, we are going
to remember that passion is neces
sary to happiness.
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Tips from a Senior: Embrace Weirdness, Enjoy Life
Mary Kate Nevin '09
World Editor Emeritus

by

Like so many esteemed editors
emeritus (emeriti?) before me, I find
myself staring at a blank document on
my computer screen, actively dis
avowing that this is my
SWAN
final column of the Cowl.
SONG I've pursued the archived
issues we keep in the office
and browsed thecowl.com to read
swan songs from seniors past, desper
ately seeking guidance on how in the
world to approach mine.
You can tell a lot about a person by
his or her swan song, I've learned.
What drives them? What motivates
them? How do they view themselves,
their school, their world? Their place
in it all? A swan song is a tool, and it
can be used to uncover the most
human elements of its begetter.
I've taken to likening it to a
Facebook status. Or Twitter, I guess,
though I have yet to actually tweet. At
any given moment, my News Feed is
peppered with snippets of thoughts
epitomizing how people relate to the
world around them. Some are loqua
cious ("Nine pages of this paper left!"
"Eight pages!" "Seven!"), while others
are more demure ("Catherine loves
PC in the Spring :)"). Others choose to
assert their hipness (Insert witty/ironic quote from endearingly obscure
song or movie here); and of course,
there are the unabashedly existential
("Sean is.").
How utterly unliterary that after
four years of this liberal arts educa
tion my first thoughts turn to
Facebook. Welcome to college! But it
is true; like those little bursts of
microblogging, the swan song offers a
brief but illuminating glimpse into
the soul of its.author.
Preferring to cultivate an intriguing
and mysterious aura, it is pretty sel
dom that I update my Facebook status.
But as a graduating senior (!!!), my
opportunity to share with the
Providence College community the
experiences I've amassed over the last
four years has come. Luckily, I'm not
limited to 160 characters.
So here it is: Mary Kate Nevin's
Lessons Learned at PC.
As cliche as it sounds, if there is one
thing I have taken from my time at the
College, it is that your experience is
what you make it.
I was one of those incoming fresh
men who picked PC based on that

"feeling;" that sense of family, com
munity and comfort that made me
want this as my home away from
home. In a thorough decision-making
process, that would have been accom
panied by a serious consideration of
the programs of study and the specif
ic course offerings, but no; I was about
as undeclared as undeclared could be,
and figured I would work it out once I
got here.
As I prepared for course registration
for the second semester, panic ensued.
I decided to be a mathematics major;
then it was engineering. What about
that business studies concentration?
Civ made me want to take more phi
losophy; why don't I major in that?
What if social work is my true calling?
And PC didn't even offer a journalism
or communications program, which I
had always regarded as one of my
strengths. I began to second guess my
whole college decision, and I spent
Thanksgiving break that year looking
through Villanova's Web site and
course book.
But it was that feeling that attracted
me to PC in the first place, along with
my blossoming friendships, that
brought me back to campus with a
renewed verve to find my niche and
make it meaningful.
I did. And it is.
I got involved in several campus
organizations, including this presti
gious publication, and eventually
declared a political science major (did
n't see that one coming!). But most of
all I began to appreciate Providence
College for what it is and what it
stands for. It challenges its students to
seek truth ardently through both rea
son and faith. It employs faculty that
demand excellence and foster environ
ments conducive to its pursuit. Its
vibrant students constitute a caring
community that seeks to engage its
weaknesses as well as its strengths.
And whether or not one agrees with all
the policies of its administration, they
are consistently guided by the
College's laudable mission. Finding
meaning in my college experiences
came naturally when I developed the
proper lens through which to view
and interpret them.
I always loved to get tips and advice
from older students on how to get the
most out of PC, and now I have the
chance to share a little bit on how I
came to my own perspective. Perhaps
it can take on a bit of relevance for
some of you; I hope.

If you feel frustrated, look harder.
Assume responsibility for your educa
tion, and find out for yourself what
options are out there.
If you plan ahead, you can pick
your courses based on what will fulfill
you intellectually and personally, not
just what fits that empty slot in your
schedule. Read the course catalogue so
you know what's available, and when
you see something you like, get in
touch with the department assistants
to find out what semesters it will be
offered. Structure your schedule to
match. The core curriculum is an
opportunity to enrich yourself; you're
selling yourself short if you fill it with
meaningless placeholders.
Civ is another one of those opportu
nities that is often taken for granted.
The reform efforts should continue,
and the honors model is a fantastic one
upon which to base its structure.
Having a forum for meaningful dis
cussion on how the major academic
and cultural disciplines intersect
throughout the dynamic history of our
civilization has since shaped the way I
interpret and analyze, well, every
thing. It gave me a substantial founda
tion in what are really the cornerstones
of a good education. I want each stu
dent to be able to experience Civ in
such a rewarding way — and with
such fantastic professors!
Build rapport with your profes
sors. Respect them and earn their
respect in return, and you will find a
wealth of knowledge and perspective
that can enrich your academic and
personal education in a very unique
way. Find your Dr. Blums, Dr.
Hayeses, and Dr. Morgans.
Expand your outlook in new and
different ways. Engage the world both
within and beyond PC, whether that
means going abroad, serving your
community, or being active on campus.
Become a part of something greater.
Discover that special outlet. For me
it has been The Cowl; contributing to
the organization that enables students
to cultivate their voices and partake in
dialogue on important issues has
been a privilege. What is it for you?
Find that thing to which you have the
most to offer and from which you
have the most to learn — and devote
yourself to it.
Just as necessary as capitalizing on
the benefits PC has to offer is appreci
ating the challenges it presents. We
have all experienced some degree of
frustration as students here, but learn

ing how to handle adverse situations is
an important (and transferable!) skill;
maintain what you believe, but take
resistance for what it's worth.
Try as you might, one thing you will
never be able to maintain is the absurd
ity that is/was your freshman year
lifestyle. You have more time and
probably more money than you will
for the rest of college combined; make
the MOST of it!
Learn to love Ray food! Inexplicably,
those Slavin dollars will be gone by
mid-October and you will be able to
afford nothing but Cup Noodles. And
the bar menu at McCormick and
Schmick's.
Speaking of McCormick and
Schmick's, if you are of the proper age,
make sure to grab a stool on a Friday
evening and chat with Joe about mod
em American warfare. He will take
care of you. (Or so I hear...)
Embrace weirdness; embrace ran
domness. Read at Starbucks or Coffee
Exchange and people watch. Introduce
yourself to a complete stranger. Look
beyond the mall.
Though our studies bring us togeth
er at PC, the moments we share matter
the most.
One way or another, that assign
ment or that paper will get done.
Take the time to nurture your rela
tionships and build the memories
that will truly last. I wish I had done
this much more often.
Seniors, congratulations and thank
you for sharing these four great years.
And to returning students: Do what
you can. Who on earth knows the
nature of the "big picture" as a college
undergraduate? But if you work hard,
take action, and appreciate what is
around you, I hope you can graduate
with as meaningful an experience as I
have been blessed enough to gain here.
My once-blank screen is now filled
with words. Helvetica Regular, font
size 12, nearly three pages single
spaced; I hope Vaghi isn't mad. And
barring an unforeseen turn of events a
la Roger Clemens, Jay-Z, or Greg
Hartwell, this (not quite) mute swan
has sung its proverbial song. Thank
you, Providence College, for the les
sons you have taught me, for the expe
riences that have changed me, and for
the relationships I will treasure for
years to come. I am lucky, and I am
grateful.

A 'Thank You' to Providence College
Andrew Sparks '09
Commentary Staff

by

In the past four years that I've spent
here at Providence College, I cannot
help but think that PC and I have
grown together and experienced a lot
of changes along the way.
SWAN 111 always be indebted to
SONG the faculty, staff, and espe
cially my fellow students
for the lessons learned and the fun we
had. And, as is the case with a lot of
graduates, I feel as though the greatest
lessons that college has to offer are
outside of the classroom, the lessons
that friends teach each other as they
allow the other to learn more about
themselves by way of their friendship.
The greatest lesson I've learned is
the need to express yourself as you
are —the greatest gift we can offer any
one are our viewpoints, our thoughts,
difficulties, and our unique character
istics that we've developed. Every
time we don't speak out or prevent
others in the Providence College fam
ily from speaking out we weaken our
bonds and gradually lose touch with
others. Every time we do this we fail
to grow as individuals. With this in
mind I want to leave this piece of
advice: Speak out and listen.
All too often I see people failing to
take initiative, failing to speak out or

do something for fear of breaking the
status quo, afraid that they'll be
labeled as "different" and being
ostracized. While I can relate to that
feeling, I can also attest to the over
whelming satisfaction that people
experience when they absolutely
can't stay silent or sit idle. They take
that extra step and sometimes suc
ceed, and sometimes fail. However,
even if their attempts were ultimately
fruitless, they have learned more
about themselves, and the people
that supported them the whole time
prove to be lifelong friends. For this
reason we have nothing to lose by
speaking out and allowing others to
speak to us. It is only through dia
logue that we improve ourselves and
those around us.
Of course, on one level I could
apply this to the increasing lack of
dialogue between the college admin
istration and the student popula
tion— a problem that increased with
each year that I spent here. Without a
doubt, both sides have a lot to learn
from the other, but consistently the
administration and students alike fail
to even attempt to understand where
the other is coming from. Even when
it's impossible to come to an agree
ment, even the basic dialogue helps
to ease resentment or frustration. It's
truly sad then to see policies imposed

from the top-down, and I hope that in
the future the faculty and students
will express their grievances more
honestly. The outcome can only bring
benefits.
On a deeper level, I'd like to chal
lenge everyone as individuals to look
deep within themselves, so that they
can do everything—dress, think,
speak, act out, etc.—in the most
authentic way possible. A major part
of this is allowing others to speak and
act freely. Only in this way can we
form genuine relationships with those
around us and gain a healthy respect
for our fellow students, our co-work
ers, our faculty and staff. Even in the
inevitable cases where we disagree
with others, we will have learned
something new about them and, most
likely, about ourselves.
Unfortunately our generation has
been labeled as "Generation Me."
Like most of you, I too am borderline
dependent upon Facebook as a
means to keep in touch with friends,
to organize get-togethers, and of
course, avoid schoolwork for as long
as possible. However harmless these
"social tools" may appear, they seem
to reinforce a kind of self-centered,
perpetual declaration of the ego.
Status updates and Twitter updates
can easily fall into ways to put on
facades, to paint a picture of our

selves while also failing to really learn
about what's going on in others' lives.
This tendency all too often carries
over into face-to-face interactions,
turning "conversations" into contests
where each person takes turns stating
their opinion and no new ideas or
viewpoints are explored.
Fortunately, though, my time at PC
has constantly offered me opportuni
ties to learn more about myself, about
others, and about the world we live in.
The curriculum and incredibly warm
and knowledgeable faculty that teach
it are two key elements in this devel
opment. But I couldn't consider my
education complete if I left out the
lifelong friends I've made and all the
people I've met along the way. The
fond memories of pizzas consumed,
parties attended, club meetings, infor
mal gatherings, belly-laughs and les
sons learned will always be on my
mind. They've all helped to form me
into the person that I am, and I invite
you really take advantage of your
years here, to enjoy the good times
that the PC community offers so that
you can share the wealth with every
one you meet.
I truly hate to end this article, but I
know that this is just the beginning.
Thank you, Providence College, for
helping me to be me.
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Looking back, what is one thing you wish
you had learned at freshman orientation?

"How quickly college goes by and how bad the
food in Ray really is!"
Samantha Albright '09, Kathryn McMahon '09

"That Brad and Louie were going to become
our best friends!"
Mollie Quinn '09, Laura Mulhern '09

"That I am inevitably going to get written up!"
Andy McMannis '09

"That Fennell is totally not fun!"
Joel DeFelice '09

"'The phone number for Golden Crust."
Andrew Guyton '09, Pete Persampieri '09

"'How to not room with John Hess."
Jon Zafonte '09, Greg Coonley '09

"Don't ever leave and get married!"
-Frank Ricard in Old School

